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die. They will remain immortal throughout the
ages.

After a few months in Geneva we went to a
hill station called Montana. It was small, almost a
village, but very pretty. We stayed there many
months and it was there that I first took part in
winter sports. I learnt to ski and skate and was
fascinated by the former at which I spent many
delightful hours.

While we were in Montana, Jawahar and I used
to take trips every now and again to Paris, Belgium,
Germany and sometimes to England. I never did
take to England but I loved France and specially
Paris. We used to go either for some conference or
just for a short pleasure trip. At first Jawahar used
to go alone. Later he offered to take me if I could
be useful and act as his secretary. I was thrilled
at the prospect of going with him but a little dis-
mayed at acting secretary, for Jawahar is a hard
task master and does not stand inefficiency. How-
ever the offer was too tempting and I straight-away
borrowed Jawahar's typewriter and set to work on
it to equip myself for the future. From then on-
wards I accompanied him on almost all trips. It
was quite an education in itself, but not always as
much fun as I had thought it would be. Jawahar
never spared me for he thought hard woark was
always good for one and according to him I had
never done any before. He said I had had too easy
an existence and a little roughing would improve
me enormously. I am sure it did.

When Jawahar was not very busy he would take
me round visiting museums, art galleries and the
like. Sometimes we trudged along all day. When-
ever I felt tired and suggested our taking it easy by
doing the rest of our sight-seeing by taxi, Jawahar
would consent on condition that we gave up the idea
of going to the theatre at night. To him too much